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Betting It All On Black 


Las Vegas had a number of aliases. Sin City. Glitter Gulch. City of Lights. 


Two young souls, without a cent to their name, ragged and barefoot, wandered the wide boulevards. The city 
had yet to lose its charm, the light enchanting them and the noises capturing their attention. They paused at 
corners and watched throngs of people pass by. They smiled at the street performers. They salivated at the 
scent of rich food 


Yet, despite their age, they'd already learned the hard and fast lesson that Las Vegas liked to teach; the house 


always wins. 


In debt and needing to escape, they'd fled across state lines from California. For their first few days in Las 
Vegas, they'd lived in a flea-ridden motel. Once the money had run out, they'd moved into their car. And, once 
that had been impounded by the police, they'd moved into the storm drains that criss-crossed the deserts 
pool of light. 


Slipping his hand into Wiley's, Taylor stretched his neck back to look at the building that towered over them. 
Lights wrapped around it like neon ribbons around a gift. He saw them twinkling in his lover's eyes and he felt 


himself melt a little. For all the negativity that had hit them over the previous months Taylor was happy that 


they'd managed to retain some sense of wonder. 


At twenty-three, he'd had a well paying job at a recording studio while Wiley had been finishing up college. At a 
sweet and naive twenty, the younger of the two had been training to be a vet technician. At least one of them 
would have had a stable job. 


Only redundancy, bankruptcy and a run of bad luck had hit, first taking out the recording studio and then 
wiping out the little savings that they'd had. Wiley had left school to work at a burger joint only for draconian 


employment and drug laws to see him lose it within a month. 
"Shall we go in?" 


A giant monument of a hot air balloon with the casino's name wrapped around it in neon lights loomed over 


them. But Wiley's attention was drawn to something behind them, something that only he could see. 


Taylor heard it before he saw it. The distinctive sound of music above the every day roar of the city. A 
moment later and there was the sound of rushing water. With his hand still in Wiley's, they dodged pedestrians 
and traffic to find themselves amid the crowds standing before the world's most famous fountains. Hand in 
hand, they stood, mesmerised, as the water danced through its routine like a ballerina. For a moment they 
could believe that they were living a better life. Because Taylor knew that soon their loan sharks and arrest 
warrants for defaulted payments would be following them from LA to LV. 


Until then he wanted to protect Wiley's innocence as much as possible. The young man with the mess of blonde 
curls clung to the idea of a far more perfect life. He dreamed of them in a house with a white picket fence 
and a garden full of cats and dogs. Taylor wanted him to remain like that and not start to worry about the 
reality of jail cells and a life of bad credit. 


Pressing his lips to the other man's head, he murmured, "Want to try in there instead?" 


He heard a whispered, "Yes" and, as the music died, they slipped through the crowds and to the back entrance 
of the Bellagio. 


Vegas; the city of sin and anonymity. Bright lights, fast cars, and big money. A city where the rich got richer 


and the poor came to die in the gutters. 


Dave tried not to let the latter thought bother him too much. He dared not to think of those who came to the 
city with hope in their hearts and nothing in their pockets and were left to a pauper's grave somewhere on 


the outskirts, forgotten by family, friends, and time. 


Instead he drowned the idea with copious amounts of alcohol and high stakes poker, locked in a room away 


from the eyes of those who were trying to cheat both the house and death. 


An investment banker by day and a high roller by night, Dave Grohl, David to his mother and staff, cut a 
suave, if unconventional, figure among the other players. Dressed in a black suit with a black t-shirt beneath 
it, his dark hair was all but invisible as it cascaded over his shoulders and down his back. His dark beard was 
neatly trimmed and shot with grey. Lines danced around his eyes and across his forehead, forcing him to wear 


every one of his forty-nine years. There were moments when he wished that he could turn back time and 


learn to breathe a little. 


From a young age he'd always worked at a fast pace. Even his own mother had said that he gave very little 
time to himself. He'd worked his way up the ranks of Dulce and Sons until, at the tender age of thirty three, 
he'd found himself establishing his own company. A little under five years later and his bank balances rarely 
dipped below nine figures. From poor teacher's son to riches that could buy him anything that he wanted. 


Well, almost anything. 


While his every whim was catered for while he was in Vegas, there was one thing that the house couldn't do 
for him. Requesting a pause on the game, Dave got to his feet and limped from the room. His bladder was 
screaming at him, as was his right leg. He'd broken it a few years earlier and, whenever he'd been sitting for 


too long, it liked to remind him of that fateful day that he'd slipped down the stairs and snapped his ankle. 


It was in the highways and byways of the casinos that he could really lose himself. Everyone was entertained 
by the noise and flashing lights, their eyes locked onto whatever they were playing. Pausing beside a pillar, 
Dave took a moment to take everything in. His heart fluttered at the prospect of once more being alone in a 
city that allowed him the freedom to wander and roam, even if that meant only leaving his room to return to 
the bars and poker tables. 


Relieving himself in the casino's spacious marble bathrooms, Dave washed his hands and ran his still-damp 
fingers through his hair before making his way back out onto the casino floor. People wandered around him, 
none of them caring for the suited rocker-looking guy. To them, he was another guy looking to get lucky. They 
didn't know that he had a hefty credit line nor that the casinos sent out a private jet for him. For him, it was 


a refreshing feeling. Don't splash the cash and no one will give you the time of day. 


As he walked amid the jangling slot machines, Dave became aware of a commotion to his right. Pulling the 
glasses from his forehead and to his eyes, he watched as two young men were confronted by security. His 
initial assumption was that two drunk-bros were getting kicked out and causing a scene. But, as his eyes rode 


over them, he realised that there were several layers to the group's story. 
The young men - both of them blonde - were dressed in blue, nearly grey, jeans. Their t-shirts were stained 
with faded splotches of fluid. What broke his heart was that both of them were barefoot. They weren't drunk. 


They were homeless and scavenging for abandoned credit tickets. And security were none too pleased about it. 


A city where the rich got richer and the poor came to de in the gutters, left to a paupers grave on the outskirts 


of the city, forgotten by everything and anyone, including Father Time. 


Striding over, he placed himself beside the two blonde men and smiled at the growing group of burly security 
guards. 


"What's the problem?" he asked. 
“That's none of your business,” one of the men - nametag Banks - said. 


Feeling his hackles rise, Dave replied, "It's all of my business. These two are with me - my guests - and | 


apologise if they look a little wayward. They're renoing my house and have just got in" 
Banks raised an eyebrow and looked between the men that stood before him. "And you are?" 
Dave stuck out a hand and polished off his brightest smile. "David Grohl, Grohl and Partners Investment Firm." 


At that, the colour drained from the man's face and he took a step back. "I'm sorry, sir. Didn't recognise you 


with your glasses on" 


Dave chuckled warmly and lowered his hand. "Easy mistake to make. Let me get these two sorted and we'll get 


out of your hair." 


As the security Team backed down, Dave turned and smiled at the two clearly distressed men. He wondered 
how much of the story the security had bought and whether it was just his face that had saved the two 


younger men from an embarrassing situation. The two men who were clearly terrified and probably very 


hungry. 


"Hungry?" he asked. 


Sitting in a private dining room, Wiley looked down at the plate of food before him. He was hungry but, 
surrounded by the blatant opulence of the casino, his appetite had waned. His hair was dirty and his clothes 
were tattered; he had no right to be sitting among the gold plated ornaments and rich tapestries. The feeling 
of freedom that he'd had earlier in the night had gone the same way as his appetite and he could barely lift 
his head to look at Taylor. 


"So how did you both end up in Vegas?" 


The voice, the one that had been asking them pointed questions for the previous hour, was as rich as their 
surroundings. Wiley had the feeling that he could sit and listen to it for many hours but, at that moment, all 
he wanted was to be back outside with the warm strip beneath his feet and the freedom of the desert 


whispering against his skin. 


"Long spiral into debt," he heard Taylor reply. "Came here to try and make a better life for ourselves. We kind 


of have but it's down in the storm drains." 


Peering up from beneath his corkscrew bangs, Wiley watched as the dark haired man raised an eyebrow. A 
pair of tortoise shell glasses held his long hair from his face and he carried himself with a quiet, moneyed 


confidence. 
"What were you doing before you came here?" 


"| worked in a recording studio and Wiley was training to be a vet technician. The studio went bust and we tried 


to get other jobs but, you know, employment laws. Took out a bunch of loans and ended up here." 


There was a moment of silence and Wiley used it to pick at the tiny pile of salad. He needed to eat something 
but the swirling in his stomach told him that there was something afoot. 


"And you're living in the storm drains?" Dave asked. 


Wiley nodded and glanced at the two men around the table. "H's not great but -" He shrugged. "It's pretty safe. 
Until it rains and then we're right outta luck. Hasn't rained yet." 


He heard Dave put his cutlery down and looked up to see the older man rest his elbows on the table. His 
fingertips locked together and he peered over them, looking first to Taylor then to Wiley before looking to a 
point just above Taylor's shoulder. 


Finally he spoke, "I want to make a proposal. You don't have to accept straight away but | would want to know 
within twenty-four hours." His attention moved and Wiley shifted uncomfortably on the deeply upholstered 


chair. "I'll give you a million dollars for one night with Wiley.’ 


At that, his head shot up and he locked his gaze onto Taylor's. His partner's eyes were all but bugging from 
his skull and, to Wiley, it felt as though time had come to a halt. 


'S-sorry," he murmured. 


"IIl give you one million dollars to spend the night with me. I'll set up an account and help you invest the 


money, should you wish." 


Wiley stared at the dark haired man before looking to Taylor. He could see the possibilities running through his 
partner's mind and, in that moment, Wiley felt trapped and alone. 


"Like | said," Dave continued, "you have twenty-four hours to think about it. If you agree, meet me at Aria 
tomorrow night. I'll leave your name with the concierge so that security don't go after you again. If you decide 


not to then | wish you well and hope that you find all that you wish for here in Las Vegas." 


Any hunger he had felt had disappeared in the swirl of emotions that suddenly roared through him. A million 
dollars was a lot of money. It would solve all of their problems and then some. But in order to get hold of the 
money it meant prostituting himself out. 


Dave's voice sounded distant as he spoke again, "I can assure you that | have no diseases and can provide the 
paperwork to prove it. | won't harm you in any way and you're free to say what you will and won't do. After 


tomorrow night I'll give you a check, should you wish, and you never have to see me again" 


Tightening his jaw, Wiley stared at Taylor. "We'll talk about it” 


"We need the money. Think of what we could do with it. But-" 
"But what?" Taylor softly asked, 


The tunnel was rank with the smell of urine and smoke. The only light came from a string of battery powered 
fairy lights and, because of the cars that thundered overhead, their part of the tunnel was bereft of any 


other dwellers. 
"l'Il be cheating on you." 


Taylor's heart was breaking, shattered into a million pieces at the thought of his lover stepping out on him to 
be with another. But the money would be extremely useful. It would set them up, not just for the foreseeable 
future but for life. 


With the remains of his heart in his throat, he turned and looked at Wiley. The younger man was sitting on 
their stained and threadbare mattress, his bare feet tucked beneath him and his features angelic in the soft 
light. "Do you love me?" 


Wiley stood and walked over to him, his feet scraping over the bare concrete. His fingers whispered over 
Taylor's cheek and he closed his eyes. Wiley's touch was as gentle as a summer's breeze and Taylor could feel 


the electricity that had always crackled between them. 


Lips brushed over his own in a barely-there kiss and Taylor could smell his lover's musky scent. "I'll always 


love you, now and forever. You're my everything, Taylor. | don't want anyone else.” 


Tears pooled in the corners of his tightly closed eyes and Taylor did all that he could to fight them back. 


"Promise?" 


"Promise." 


Wrapping his arms around Wiley's tiny waist, he drew the younger man closer and deepened the kiss. He could 
feel every ounce of love that they had for one another and his stomach tightened in response. Wiley's willowy 


arms wrapped around his neck and Taylor heard himself groan softly. 
"| don't want to do it but | have to," Wiley whispered. 


Pulling back, Taylor looked down into his lover's face. Wiley clung to him and his eyes were wide and filled with 


fear. 

"You don't have to do anything. It's your body. Just because someone offered you a chunk of cash for it 
doesn't mean you have go through and fuck him." Taylor huffed and loosened his grip. Realising that, in that 
moment, Wiley needed him, he kept one arm wrapped around the younger man. "Besides, you saw him. He's 
gotta be at least thirty years older than us. He's old, Wiley. Why's he paying for sex if he's filthy rich? Surely 
someone would have shacked up with him?" 


"Don't know," Wiley quietly replied. "Maybe he's just never found The One." 


He could hear the pain in the other man's voice and knew that the decision must be heart-wrenching. Stay and 


miss out on a pay check? Or go and risk the pain of feeling like he'd cheated? 

"What if he thinks you're The One?" 

Wiley smiled up at him, his watery eyes belying his true feelings. "I'm not. Don't worry." 

"But look at you! You're beautiful,” Taylor protested. “There's a reason he picked you." 

"Yeah, because he wants someone to sleep with." 

"Do you want to sleep with him?" 

| want to make a better life for us." Wiley sighed and slumped against him. Taylor supported his back and gave 
the younger man something to lean against. "| want a house. And a dog. And a cat. And stability. Don't you want 
that?" 

His lover's eyes glistened in the twinkle of the fairy lights. He didn't want Wiley to go and couldn't bare the 
thought of him being with another. But, at the same time, there was a lot of money at stake. A life-changing 


amount of money. Could he swallow his jealousy and hurt long enough for Wiley to go and get it? 


He gently stroked his lover's hair and pressed a kiss to his lover's forehead. "Go and do it. Do it for us. Do it 


for all of those animals that you're going to save." 


Sitting on out on the balcony, Dave stared out over the city of lights. From the pent house suite he could see 
as far as Vegas stretched, its lights twinkling in the night-time heat. Nothing compared to the city of sin. And 


he was planning on sinning as much as he could. 


He'd had the hotel arrange another room for Wiley to ready himself. Fresh clothes had been ordered from the 
stores that lined every street and thoroughfare. He wanted the beautiful young man to feel as gorgeous and 


as sensual as he was. 


With those thoughts drifting through his mind, Dave lifted one booted foot and rested it on the padded stool at 
his feet. He let his hand lazily move to his groin and rubbed the heel against his hardening cock. A sigh melted 


from his lips and whispered away on the warm Vegas air. 


In his mind's eye Dave could see Wiley spread on the bed, his wrists tied to the bedhead above him and his 
knees pulled up. Those large eyes stared up at him, nervous and expectant, as he waited for that delicious 
moment of first contact. Red marks licked along the young man's pale thighs and his cock lay hard against his 
stomach. 


His own cock throbbed in his suit pants, the cotton of his shorts rubbing sensually against his skin. Dave 
groaned and pressed his hand closer. He let his head fall against the high back of the chair and his eyes closed 
as he allowed the images to become far more sexual than he had first imagined they would. He had wanted to 
save those moments for the following day and experience them first hand rather than try and imagine what 
they'd be like. He wanted to see Wiley in the flesh, naked and willing, as he knelt at his feet. But there would 


definitely more than he could ever dream up. 


With a guttural grunt, he came in his shorts, his warm semen soaking the soft fabric. He lay on the lounger, 
his body sated for the moment. Beneath him, he could hear the city begin to come to life as it got ready to 
count down the minutes until sunrise. As for himself.. he would try to sleep in anticipation of what was to 
come. But Dave suspected that one of the things that he craved the most would evade him. The other, he 
hoped, would be in the lobby come night fall. 


King of Hearts 


Bewildered, Wiley stood in the heart of Aria's sprawling reception and looked around himself. He could see eyes 
staring at him, taking in his stained and faded clothes, and wondering when he'd come over and start hustling 
them for money. He knew that they were also wondering when security would turn up and escort him from 


the building. 


Without giving them a chance to even call the black suited men over, Wiley made his way to the black check-in 
desk. While the rest of the lobby was spacious and filled with trees and stone benches, the desk area felt a 
little darker and secluded, a place where he could be whisked from, beaten, and dumped out with the trash. The 
darkness was caused by a slightly lower ceiling. Carved panels indented along it and he glanced up to take a look 
at the artwork. He'd never seen the lobbies of the hotels, instead secreting himself in through back entrances 


in order to creep from slot machine to slot machine in a neverending hunt for abandoned credit slips. 


The woman behind the desk looked up, her smile fading as she took in Wiley's appearance. Running a hand 
through his thick, corkscrew hair, he gave her a tight smile. 


"l-'ve got a meeting with Mr Grohl," he muttered. "D-David Grohl." 


Her face brightened at the mention of Dave's name and she looked down at her computer. After a few seconds 


of tapping, she returned her attention to him, her smile more genuine than it had been a moment previously. 
"Certainly, Sir. And your name is?" 


He took a deep breath and attempted to exhale the stress that had been knotting his shoulders. "Wiley, ma'am. 
Wiley Hodgden" 


"Do you have any ID?" 


Fishing around in his back pocket, Wiley pulled out his driver's license. The woman checked it over before 


returning it. 
"Mr Grohl has reserved a room for you. One of our concierge's will accompany you up there." 
Feeling a little more relaxed, Wiley smiled and nodded. "Thank you, ma'am." 


The stress of walking in by the front entrance may have left but the nerves of what he was about to do 
remained. Butterflies swirled around his stomach and sweat beaded the back of his neck. Dirt was etched into 
his knuckles and beneath his fingers and he dared not think of what he smelled like. He would never understand 
why, out of everyone in Vegas, Dave had chosen him. Just from standing in the lobby he could wave after 


wave of gorgeous men and women walking by. Yet Dave had chosen him, the filthy and grimy street urchin. 


Wiley turned to look at a black-suited man His first instinct was to run but the man had a smile and extended 
a hand as he approached. 


"Mr Hodgden? I'm Michael. I'll take you up to your suite. If you'd like to follow me." 


After a brief handshake, Wiley did just that. He stuffed his hands into his pockets and slumped his shoulders in 
an attempt to make himself look as small as possible. They wound their way through the crowds of people and 


to the elevators. 


Once enclosed in the secluded metal box, the concierge turned to him. The smile was still in place and the man's 


eyes twinkled. 
"We're always happy to accommodate Mr Grohl's guests so anything you need please call me." 


A business card was held out to him and Wiley took took it. He glanced at the sweeping logo and the telephone 


number before adding it to his driver's license. 
He gave Michael a smile. "Thank you. | appreciate it." 


The nerves were still eating away at him and he could only surmise that Dave spent a hell of a lot of money 
at the hotel for them to be allowing someone from the streets to be treated with such respect and courtesy. 
Wiley was used to the disgruntled stares, muttered threats, and occasional well aimed punches from both 
tourists and locals alike. Including some of the hotel staff. The last beating had been many weeks before but 
experience had told him that it wouldn't be long before another was administered. And he had the sneaking 
suspicion that he'd get one if he so much as breathed wrong while on the hotel's property. 


He was led along a corridor that had just two doors. Both were unmarked and they stopped at the one closest 
to the elevator. Michael handed him a card key. 


"l'Il make Mr Grohl aware of your presence. He'll come for you in an hour." 


Wiley nodded and fought against the lump in his throat. He suddenly felt ill and his mind wandered back to the 
man that he'd left in the tunnels. They'd done all that they could to scrimp together some money so that 
Taylor would have food to keep himself entertained while Wiley.. entertained someone else. He knew that Taylor 
was heartbroken but knew that the older man also understood that Wiley stepping out on them was the best 
thing for their relationship. Come dawn they'd have more money than they'd ever seen and would be able to 


start over. 
He let himself into the room and, once the door had shut behind him, Wiley let out a strangled sigh. The pain 


that he was feeling made the beautiful room seem bleak and lifeless. The view from the large floor to ceiling 


felt dead. He wanted to get the night over so that he could return to the arms of the man that he loved. 


Looking around himself, Wiley took in the spacious suite. The bed was larger than any that he'd ever slept in 


Laid out on the crisp white sheets was a fresh set of clothes; a black suit, white suit, and underwear. A 
handwritten note had been placed on top of them and he moved to pick it up. 


Wiley, 

İf youre reading this, lm glad that you chose to join me. Please use the following hour to freshen up and change. 
There's food on the table, as well as a contract that | would Ike you to look over. Relax and I shall come for you 
soon. 


Dave 


There was indeed a platter of food on the table. Wiley took a seat and uncovered a silver tray of fruits and 
meats. He hungrily tucked in as he pulled a sheet of paper towards him. The contract was a simple non- 
disclosure agreement. Wiley wouldn't talk about their night together and, if he did, the money that he was 
being paid would have to be returned. The contract also stipulated that their night together was deemed as 
being from 8pm to 8am and that Wiley was free to leave once the allotted time had passed. 


Picking up the hotel's complimentary pen, Wiley scrawled his name and returned his attention to the food 
before him. It had been a long time since he'd eaten so well. Most of the time they survived off of whatever 
they could scavenge, beg, or find. Occasionally they'd find enough money to treat themselves to some fast food 
or, if they were feeling particularly flush, a buffet at one of the many places that dotted the back roads 


around Vegas. 


Once his stomach was full, Wiley stripped off his dirty clothes and made his way to the bathroom. The 
bathtub looked inviting but knowing that he was against the clock meant that Wiley found himself opting for 
the shower. The hot water felt good against his skin and he scrubbed away the dirt and grime that had 
become like another layer of skin. Watching it swirl around the shower tray and down the plug was almost 


empowering. 


Empowered. That's how what he was about to do made him feel. He was providing himself and his lover with a 


better life and that made him feel better about what he was about to do. 


A fire flickered and crackled in an old metal bucket, its hot ashes sparkling to the floor. The fairy lights were 
beginning to fade as the batteries slowly died. 


Sitting on the mattress with his back against the cool concrete wall, Taylor forced down the bile and sickness 
that he was feeling. While he'd given Wiley his blessing to go and make some money, the agony of watching his 
lover walk away still left a bitter taste in his mouth and a raw ache in his heart. The small pile of chips and 
candy had gone forgotten as he'd fought back tears and suppressed raged curses. 


He stared at the bare wall across from him and tried to focus his mind on other things; the cars that rushed 
over his head, the trickle of water from further down the tunnel, the strange smell of smoke and mould. But 


he couldn't get the image of Wiley leaving out of his head. He could still feel the smaller man's arms around 


his neck. Could still feel Wiley's lips against his own. Could still hear Wiley's whisper that he'd return come 
dawn 


And his heart broke again. 


Dave brushed down his suit jacket before glancing at the clock. It was just a few minutes before Bpm and, with 
a spring to his step, he wandered through the sprawling suite and towards the door. The hotel had informed 
him that Wiley had arrived at a little before seven and had been placed in the reserved room. He'd picked out 
an outfit for the beautiful blonde man and his cock twitched at the thought of what Wiley would look like. It 
felt like Christmas morning every time he invited someone to meet with him, the allure of seeing them draped 
in whatever he'd chosen for them before having them carefully pick away the layers to reveal what lay 
beneath. 


Swilling the last of the whisky, Dave placed the glass on the wet bar and stepped out into the hallway. The two 
rooms, one distinctly smaller than the other, sat side by side on the sweeping hallway. He felt his chest tighten 
as he prepared to knock on the door and he took a deep breath to steady himself. 


He rapped his knuckles against the wood and waited. Behind the door he heard someone shuffle around before it 
opened. A smile broke his face as he looked at the smaller man. With the black suit clinging to his tiny frame 
and his blonde hair spiralling around his shoulders, Wiley looked adorable. Those large hazel eyes stared at him 
and the faintest hint of a smile twitched the younger man's lips. 


"Thank you for coming," Dave softly said. "I really appreciate it” 

He watched the other man's Adam's apple bob as he swallowed. "T-Thank you for inviting me." 

"Did you sign the contract?" 

Wiley nodded and reached behind himself. He produced a folded piece of paper and held out to Dave. 


Taking it, Dave examined the signature and the date and held out his hand. "Come. Let's get to know one 


another." 


Dave rested his hand in the small of Wiley's back once the blonde man had stepped in beside him. He took in 
the curve of the younger man's pert ass and how the cut of the trousers perfectly outlined it. The tailored 
jacket nipped in at his waist before skimming the top of his ass and Dave had to stop himself from drooling. 


He led the younger man into the sprawling suite, stopping to take in Wiley's stunned expression. The suite 
covered two floors and had a curving golden staircase up to the bedroom. A balcony overlooked the stunning 


scenery of the Strip and there was a large whirlpool bathtub that Dave was planning on making very good use 


of. 


Walking over to the wet bar, he picked up the decanter of whisky. "Drink?" 
Wiley looked at him with eyes that made Dave go weak at the knees. "Please." 


He poured two tumblers of the rich gold liquid and carried them over to where the blonde man waited. "Come 


and sit with me. I'd like to get to know you a little better." 


Walking over to the couch that overlooked the Strip, Dave sat and crossed one leg over the other. He waited 
until Wiley was sitting beside him before he spoke again 


"I feel a little guilty because | never checked your age and you look painfully young. Wiley, how old are you?" 


Those eyes stared him, the same shade of amber as the drink he held and swirling with nerves. “Twenty.” 
Wiley lifted his hips and pulled out his driver's license. 


Dave took it and looked at the date of birth. He felt his own guilt melt away as he handed it back. "| should 
have checked when he originally met but | was so taken by you.." He took a deep breath and smiled. "Wiley, 
you're stunning and | hope that you know that. Obviously | don't know the full extent of your story but you 


shouldn't be living in the drains." 
The sudden rush of emotion was one that Dave wasn't used to. When his guests arrived they normally got 
down to business within a few minutes. But there was something different about Wiley, something almost 


innocent as though he was waiting to be corrupted. And Dave found himself feeling a sense of responsibility 


towards the younger man, 
"What bought you to Vegas?" 


The younger man shrugged and looked a little downcast. "Running from debt and debt collectors. We're gonna 
end up in jail, or dead, at some point." 


"No, you're not. You're here and all of your worries will be gone by tomorrow. Wiley, I'm going to get a little 


personal but there's some information that | need to know. How sexually active are you?" 


Dave could see a blush forming on the younger man's cheeks. Wiley seemed to know this and lowered his head 


as though to hide it. 
"Before we came to Vegas, very. Now we're living in the tunnels neither of us feel like it” 
"Did you take part in any kind of bondage or discipline?" 


The younger man shook his head, his blonde curls falling into his eyes. 


"Okay, well | want to warn you it may get heavy tonight. If you feel uncomfortable at any point your safe 


word is cheesecake" 
He saw Wiley smile from beneath his hair and Dave felt his heart warm. 
"May | kiss you?" he asked. 


Wiley's smile was still there when he nodded and, curling a finger beneath the younger man's chin, Dave lifted 


his head and drew him closer. 


Wiley could feel himself relaxing into the other man's gentle touch. The whisky was helping, giving him a warm 
buzz and boosting his confidence. Being homeless hadn't done anything for his self esteem and suddenly finding 
himself dressed in nice clothes and being looked after in a beautiful hotel suite was certainly doing things for 


him. As were the compliments. 


Leaning in, he brushed his lips against Dave's and found that they were velvety soft. The other man's beard 
tickled his cheek and he heard Dave purr softly. A hand came to rest against the back of his head, knotting in 
his hair and drawing him closer. He understood what Dave wanted and, placing the glass on the coffee table, 


Wiley climbed into the other man’s lap. 


There was a feeling of serenity and freedom as he wrapped his arms around the older man's neck. Serenity for 
finding a place where he felt comfortable and the freedom to be himself. He could impress the other man and, 


hopefully, build a future for himself and Taylor. 


Dave was making him feel wanted and desired, something that he hadn't felt since Taylor's car had been taken 
He could feel the other man's hard cock nestled between his buttocks and he rolled his hips, smiling when Dave 
groaned and clutched him tighter. 


"You are too much," Dave mumbled. 


The older man gave him a final kiss before pulling away and looking at him. Wiley felt his own cock twitch as he 
looked Dave over. The other man was easy on the eye. Very easy. With his long, dark hair and seemingly 
endless eyes, Dave was stunning. The black suit and shirt that he wore had obviously been stitched to hug his 
body in all the right places. And rather than revel in his looks, he appeared to have a quiet confidence that told 
all in the room that he could get whatever he desired. 


"Strip for me, Wiley." 
Again, he felt his groin tighten The power that was held in Dave's words and the way that he expressed them 


made him want more. At that moment Wiley knew that he would be pliable in Dave's hands, performing 


whatever sex act the older man wished of him. 


His heart fluttered as he slipped from Dave's lap and stood before him. The older man spread his legs a little 
and Wiley could see his pants outlining a noticeable bulge. 


"Do it slowly," Dave commanded. 


Those words made Wiley smile and he kicked off the slightly-uncomfortable black shoes before toeing the 
socks to the floor. Tucking his fingers into the collar of the jacket, he slowly peeled it from his shoulders, 
revealing his shirt-clad torso, and let it crumple to the floor behind him. His fingers moved to the buttons on 
his shirt and began to pick at them, carefully making sure not to reveal too much too soon. He continued to 
watch Dave, taking in how the other man licked his lips and massaged his groin. Dave's chest rose and fell and 


Wiley could hear the soft, appreciative moans that the other man was making. 


The shirt was as soft as butter as it slid from his arms and to the floor behind him. He stood for a moment 
and stared at the older man, watching as Dave took him in. Those dark eyes Slid over his slender torso and 
down to his still-clad legs. 


"And the rest," Dave murmured. 


The other man's voice was low and husky and thick with lust. Wiley felt his cock twitch again and he let his 
hand slide down and rest over his hard flesh. At that he saw Dave's eyes widen and his lips part a little more. 


The older man panted and squeezed his own cock in reply. 


With a little smirk, Wiley unbuttoned the black suit pants and hooked his fingers into the waistband. Keeping his 
eyes on Dave, he slowly began to inch them towards the floor. Dave's reactions were turning him on and Wiley 
found himself anticipating what was to come. He paused and took several deep breaths before finally letting 


them fall to reveal his tight, white boxers. He was about to go for them when Dave stopped him with a raised 
hand. 


"Leave them on" 


Wiley gave a small nod and stepped away from the pile of rumpled clothes. With his hands clasped before his 
straining cock, Wiley looked at the older man. Dave's eyes were darker than he remembered and he could just 
about see his shadowy self reflected in them. The other man's cheeks were tinged with a pink-blush and his 
pants were tight. 


"Turn around for me. Slowly. | want to see you." 


He did as he was asked, his feet brushing against the thick beige carpet until his back was to the man on the 
couch. Through the floor to ceiling windows he could see Vegas laid out before him in a brightly lit array of 
possibilities. Wiley figured that there could be a lot more money at stake if things went right for him through 
the night. 


"Bend over a little for me." 


Conscious that he was being watched, Wiley did just that. He bent at the waist and presented his ass to the 
man behind him as his heart pattered and he tried to gather both himself and his thoughts. He'd come a long 


way from hanging out in a tunnel beneath the City of Sin He was about to sin in order to make sure that they 
could get out of that tunnel. 


"Beautiful. Just beautiful" Dave paused and Wiley drew in a deep breath as he shifted his weight from one foot 


to another. "| want you to come over here and kneel at my feet." Another pause. "Please." 
At least the older man wasn't losing his manners. 


He turned and wandered back towards the couch, his hips swinging with every lazy step. Standing before Dave, 


he cocked a hip and gave the older man a sultry smile. 


Dave's lips twitched in response. "| can see that you're going to cause me trouble. A lot of trouble." He lifted a 


hand to point at the floor before his feet and Wiley felt his groin tighten. "Kneel." 


Slowly he sank to the floor, the carpet encasing his knees, and crawled the last few inches towards the dark 
haired man. Dave's legs parted as he did and Wiley knelt up to give the other man a kiss. It was heated and 
bruising, their tongues pressing into the other's mouth as fingers tangled and tugged at hair. Finally, and with a 
deep sigh, Dave pushed him away and looked at him with an expression filled with the fires of lust. Dave's hand 
remained tangled in his hair and Wiley did little to resist as he was pushed down to the other man's groin 


Nothing needed to be said and, placing his hands on either side of Dave's hips, he lowered his mouth to the 
bulge in the other man's pants. Determined to allow himself to enjoy whatever was about to happen, Wiley 
forced his mind to go blank. His own needs and desires were bubbling to the surface in ways that he'd never 
imagined possible. The only other man that he'd been with was Taylor and, while their relationship was fun, it 
was distinctly vanilla. Now here he was, on his knees, and pleasuring a man who held so much more power than 


he'd ever have. 


He gently caressed the other man's cock with his lips, wandering along its still-clothed length before working 
back down and to his tight balls. Pre-come stained his shorts, warm and sticky against his stomach as he 
imagined the delights that lay in store for him. Dave's hand was still knotted in his hair, his fingers flexing and 
pulling. Wiley winced at the flashes of pain that burst behind his eyes and was surprised that, oddly, he 
seemed to be enjoying it. Taylor was a gentle lover, all touches and kisses, while Dave appeared that he was 


going to be the exact opposite. The contrast between the two men was startling and more than a little exciting. 


Above him, Dave hissed and moaned, his hips rolling up to meeting Wiley's exploring mouth. He seemed to be 
closing in on that inevitable point of release and, a heartbeat later, he pushed Wiley away. 


Sitting back on his heels, he peered up at Dave through his waves of sun-bleached hair. "Was that okay?" 


With his eyes closed and hair streaking his face, Dave appeared to be dazed. The older man gave a single nod. 


‘Im fine. | want you to go out onto the balcony. Hold the railings and bend over. I'll join you in a moment." 


Desire burned in the pit of his stomach as he got to his feet and padded across the room. The sliding doors 
were already open and a wave of warm Vegas air washed over him as he stepped out. Wiley gasped in surprise 


before leaning against the railings and taking in the view before him. 


Las Vegas seemed to stretch away before him. Cars pounded the roads and, in the distance, he could hear 
music blaring from one of the multitudes of clubs and venues. The lights, the ones that were famous the 
world over, flickered and sparkled, stars studded in the desert floor. This was the reason that they'd originally 
come to Vegas. The sights and sounds were like nowhere else in the country and to see them from such a 
vantage point was a blessing that he never thought that he'd receive. 


"Beautiful, isn't it?" Dave's hand rested in the small of his back and Wiley turned to look over his shoulder. 
He gave the older man a small smile. "Gorgeous. Never thought I'd see it like this." 


Dave drew circles against his naked skin and Wiley found himself relaxing into the touch. "Take a minute to take 


it all in. It's one of the reasons that | keep coming back. It's a view that never gets old" 

They stood in silence for a moment and took in the sight before them. When Dave's hand tightened against his 
back, Wiley took that as an indicator that their moment was up and stepped back from the railing. Reaching 
out, he grasped the cool metal and bent at the waist, presenting his ass to the man him. He suspected he knew 
what was to come and it made his heart flutter. Dave was not going to give in easily and the night was stil 


young. The main event would still be many hours away. 


Dave's hand shifted to his ass, squeezing first one pert cheek and then the other. Wiley gasped and shifted, his 


sensitive erection pressed tightly against the teasing cotton shorts. 
"When was the last time that you were spanked?" Dave asked. 


Taking deep, shuddering breaths, Wiley shook his head. Hair fell into his eyes and he stared out across Vegas, 
not quite believing the position that he was suddenly in "W-When | was younger.” 


"And what was it for? Do you remember?" Dave's hand gave him another squeeze before slipping between his 


legs and teasing his painfully tight balls. 
Wiley moaned and lowered his head, tears squeezing from beneath his tightly closed eyes. "l-I don't remember." 


Fingers tucked into the waistband of his shorts and eased them away from his skin. "Poor grades, maybe? 
Slacking off? Caught drinking?" 


A tear slid from along his nose to pool on the end and Wiley felt as though he was going to explode. The ache 


in his groin and the tightening of his stomach signalled that his release was imminent and he tightened his grip 
on the railings before him. 


"l-l can't remember," he softly repeated. 


The fingers tugged at his shorts and inched them down enough to expose the top of his ass. "Louder, Wiley. | 
didn't quite hear you." 


"l-I can't remember. l'm sorry.” 


"That doesn't matter. At least not for now." His shorts were pulled a little lower and Wiley flinched at the 
warm air tickled over his bare skin. "For now I'll just enjoy turning your delightful little backside a beautiful 
shade of pink" 


His shorts were settled at the top of his thighs, leaving his ass on full view and his painfully hard cock saluting 
the city below. A strong hand stroked over one ass cheek and then the other before giving them both a 
squeeze. Wiley felt himself hold his breath as pre-come dribbled down the shaft of his cock. 


The first swat caught him across the tender part of his ass and caused him to step forward and cry out as 
sharp pain flared through him. 


Dave smiled to himself as Wiley trembled before him. Placing a hand in the small of the slender man's back, he 
swung again, his hand cracking against the younger man's pert, offered ass. The noises that Wiley made, the 
soft moans and pained cries searing through him and making his cock twitch. Oh, how he longed to bury 
himself deep inside the perky young blonde and have his way. To hear him cry out, to pull his hair, to feel him 
tighten around him, to fuck him until they collapsed. 


But he also enjoyed the chase and the build, to tempt them to enjoy all the delights that their bodies could 


give. 


He swung again and again, enjoying how Wiley's tiny ass turned from light-gold skin to blush-pink. The younger 
man cried out with each slap and Dave could feel the tingle in his own hand. But he didn't care. Making them 

squirm excited him and, as Wiley shifted from one foot to the other, he could see the younger man's strained 
cock and full, heavy balls. He wondered when Wiley had last enjoyed the pleasure of release. Living beneath the 


streets was no vacation and he suspected that it had taken its toll on the young lovers sex life. 


Placing two last spanks to Wiley's tender upper thighs, Dave stepped back to admire his handiwork. Wiley was 
still bent over, his arms stretched before him and his head hanging as he presented his naked ass to Dave. 
The lights from the room rode over the contours of his beautiful body and Dave had to restrain himself from 
kicking off his pants and mounting the young man there and then. 


Stepping back up to Wiley, he ran his hand over the younger man's warmed ass cheeks. Wiley twitched and 
purred, shifting from one foot to the other as fingers stroked over his now tenderised skin. 


"You're so beautiful, Wiley. And I'm going to spend all night telling you that.” 


Sliding his hand to the blonde man's hip, Dave pressed his still clothed and aching groin to Wiley's ass and gave 
a sigh of relief. Slowly he began to move his hips and rub himself along and over the other man's ass cheeks. 
The pleasure that had been coiled in his stomach began to spread throughout his entire body, red hot and 
intense and oh-so-exquisite. It was a pleasure that blinded him and made his body tremble with the rush that 
he adored and wished for every night of the week. 


"So beautiful," he repeated. 


He could feel his body beginning to relax and he closed his eyes as he continued to rock on the balls of his 
feet. He felt Wiley tighten beneath him, the younger man's ass cheeks closing around his clothed cock. The 
release that he wanted was teasingly close and he tightened his hand around the blonde man's hip. 


"Gonna come for me, Wiley?" 


He heard a muttered reply and felt the younger man's body begin to go lax. Sliding his hand from Wiley's hip, 
Dave leaned forward and whispered his fingers over the other man's strained cock. The hard flesh twitched 
beneath his fingers and he heard Wiley let out a long sigh of contentment. He didn't close his hand around the 
other man's cock, instead choosing to tickle and tease. Wiley's sighs became moans which, in turn, became cries 
of lust and passion. The younger man's body twitched and tensed, his hips rocking back against Dave's groin. 
Unable to take it any more, Dave straightened up and pressed his clothed-cock into the younger man's ass 
crack. Stars burst behind his eyes and he let out a deep, guttural grunt as he exploded in his shorts, the relief 
of release almost palatable in the air. Amid it all, he heard Wiley give an almost-sob and felt the blonde man's 


body relax. 


With a final lazy spank to Wiley's ass, Dave collected himself and pulled away. He wasn't ashamed of his 
behaviour; it was exactly what he was paying for. When he opened his eyes, he was happy to see a pool of 


fluid on the floor between Wiley’s legs. 
Tapping Wiley's hip, he said, "Take a breath and meet me at the couch." 


He strode back inside and, before he dropped himself to the couch, he undid his pants, relieved at not having 
the sticky fabric pressed against his skin His refusal to lose his clothes was entirely rooted in showing Wiley 
who was boss. Of course, the younger man already knew that but the feeling of power that it gave Dave made 


his head swim. 


Power, of course, which was already his. He was wealthy beyond imagination and his word could make or break 
a person It would be the same with Wiley. If the younger man pleased him they would meet again. If he didn't, 
Wiley would get his million dollars and they would never see each other again. 


Pulling his flaccid cock from his stained pants, Dave sat and watched as the blonde man ambled back into the 


suite. His cock was still half hard and he seemed more relaxed than he had been just moments previously. 
"Better?" he asked. 

Wiley lifted his head and gave Dave a soft smile and a small nod. 

Dave gestured to the floor at his feet. "Please kneel." 


Once more he felt the sensations of pleasure begin to course through him as Wiley did as he was asked. That 
lithe body folded before him and eyes hazed with the aftermath of an orgasm stared up at him. Wrapping a 
hand in the back of Wiley's corkscrew hair, Dave guided the younger man's mouth to his cock. Lips, as soft as 
satin, closed around the head and gently began to suck. Dave sighed and, with one hand balling Wiley's hair from 
his eyes, he relaxed back into the couch to watch the show before him. 


Those eyes, big and round, stared at him and took in his every movement. Fingers wrapped around the base of 
his cock and began to stroke, teasing him to hardness. Dave let out a groan and sank further into the couch. 

He spread his legs and lifted his hips, pushing himself deeper into Wiley's warm and welcoming mouth. Oh, how 
he'd waited for this. For someone who'd quietly and contently take him and pleasure him in every way that he 


demanded. 


He tried to remain quiet but he gave a soft cry when Wiley’s lips tightened around him. His hand pulled at the 
younger man's hair and he felt a few of the velvety strands snap between his fingers. Wiley was slowly driving 
him mad in the best possible way and all he wanted to do was spill himself against that talented tongue. 


The younger man's mouth moved lower and his tongue danced against Dave's hardening flesh, picking out veins 
and ridges and teasing him to the point of despair. He couldn't remember when he'd last had a blowjob that had 
felt so good. A week ago? A month ago? A year ago? Dave had run through so many random fucks, some paid 
for, many taken for free. Not everyone who shared his bed was paid for their time. Only those he deemed to 
be worthy of his time saw the inside of his check book. Everyone else saw the door as soon as they'd finished. 


But to remember what that person had given to you was something that Dave wished to hang onto. His life 
was full of random people, many of them staying for only a few days or weeks before leaving. As for friends.. 
He could count those on his left hand. And, just like him, they lead busy and mostly fulfilled lives. Dave was 
lonely. He just didn't want to admit up to it. 


Wiley's teeth scraped along his skin and Dave was snapped from the morose moment that he'd found himself 
in. His hips snapped up and a strangled howl tore from his lips as he pulled on the younger man's hair. At his 
feet, he heard Wiley gasp and, as the younger man's throat opened up, Dave took full advantage and pushed 
himself all the way in. Bracing himself against the couch, he began to rock his hips and fuck Wiley's mouth, 
gasping and grunting as the younger man's warm mouth and throat continued to flex around him. He could 


hear the blonde man gurgling and trying not to cough but Dave didn't care. His second orgasm was already 


tingling in the base of his cock and, holding Wiley's head back, he rose to his feet. 
"Yes," he murmured. "Oh, fuck yes. You've got such a good mouth. So talented." 


He stared down into the other man's large, and now watery, eyes and marvelled at how his balls rested against 
Wiley's bruised and strained lips. It was enough to push him over the edge, his voice deep and husky as he 
spilled himself down the other man's throat. The younger man winced and tried to pull away but Dave held him 
in place, struggling to stand as his come bubbled from Wiley's mouth. 


He held himself in place until he was thoroughly spent and his cock was once more limp. Looking down at the 
younger man, he noticed that Wiley's cock was rock hard and pressed against his stomach. That made Dave 
smile; at least his conquest was enjoying their time together. There had been those who had faked their 
enjoyment in order to score that check. But Wiley genuinely seemed to be gaining pleasure from what they 


were doing. 
Picking up a box of tissues, he knelt before the wide-eyed blonde and gently cleaned his face. 
"Okay?" he asked. 


Wiley, obviously still stunned by what had happened, just nodded before rotated his jaw. Dave sat silently 
before him and ran his thumb over the rise of the younger man's cheek. He needed to take his time 
worshipping the beauty that was sitting with him rather than just running from one orgasm to another. No 
matter how stressed he was, nor how much he needed the release, he needed to take a breath and savour 
the moment. 


For a moment he stared into Wiley's wide hazel eyes and searched them for any sign of fear or pain. Despite 
his youthful age, the younger man seemed wise beyond his years. He'd come willingly to Dave yet knew that 
the older man would pay the price and thus ensure that his own life would be enriched because of the 


experience. 
Leaning forward, he gave Wiley the gentlest of kisses. "Stay there. I'm going to get you some water." 


Dave got to his feet and left his pants hanging around his hips as he walked to the suite's open plan kitchen. 
Retrieving two bottles of water, he returned to where the younger man knelt on the carpet. Wiley looked up at 
him as he approached, his curls falling into his eyes. Kneeling before him, Dave offered out one of the bottles. 
He smiled as it was taken. 


"Drink all that you need to. There's more if you need it." 
Wiley snapped the top and drank deeply. Dave followed suit, enjoying the cold, fresh water against his parched 


throat. Normally he would plough on until he was sated enough to sleep. But he wanted to enjoy Wiley and 


savour the other man's company. 


Eventually Wiley placed the bottle to one side and looked up at Dave with a smile. There was no weariness in 


his expression and that warmed Dave. 
"Ready," the younger man murmured. 


Dave stood and offered out his hand When it was taken, he helped Wiley to his feet and wrapped his arm 
around the blonde man's narrow waist. He moved the younger man to stand at the end of the couch with the 


rolled arm towards him. 


"Please bend for me. | won't be a moment." 


He looked over his shoulder at Dave and gave the dark haired man a small nod. Charmed and refreshed by 
Dave's small actions of making sure that he was okay, Wiley was more than happy to comply with whatever 
the older man had in mind. Not that he minded. Dave seemed to have unlocked a side of him that he hadn't yet 
encountered. Being spanked and forced to suck cock were all new to him. But they excited him in ways that he'd 


never imagined they would. 


His sex life with Taylor, while it was good and satisfying, was mostly vanilla. They touched and sucked and 
fucked. But there wasn't much beyond that. They were young and experimenting. And Wiley intended to take a 


lot of what he was experiencing with Dave to Taylor. 


Stepping up to the couch, he positioned himself over the arm so that his hips were resting over the padded 
fabric. His feet were flat on the ground and, relieved to have a chance to rest his body, he stretched his 
chest along the couch. 


"Beautiful," the voice behind him said. 


A hand ran over his backside and gently squeezed before dipping between his legs and whispering over his balls. 
Wiley moaned and lifted his hips, giving Dave access to his hard cock. He wasn't disappointed and long fingers 
brushed against the base before giving him a squeeze. 


"You are beautiful inside and out." 


Purring softly, Wiley rocked his hips and rubbed himself against the couch's utilitarian fabric. He could feel 
another orgasm bubbling beneath the surface and he wanted it. Wanted it all. Wanted to feel that snap of 


pleasure. 


He shuddered when he felt something smooth and soft slide over the naked skin of his ass. Lifting his head, he 
looked over his shoulder to see Dave brandishing a long, thin riding crop. The older man gave him a wicked 


smile. 


"Just a few lashes of this and then I'll take you to bed. Like | said, | want to feel your skin warm against my 
dick." 


Wiley felt his breath shorten and he shifted his hips to present himself a little better. The small flap of 
leather worked over his ass and between his cheeks to tease his entrance and balls, making him purr and 


wriggle, before pulled back to tap against his naked skin. 


The first strike cracked across him, making him howl and rear up. His hands balled into fists as the pain flared 
through him. His skin felt as though it was on fire, burning into him in a single stripe of agony. But, as the 
burn began to fade, Wiley once more felt the pleasure wash through him and his howl became a purr. 


He wasn't given long to recover before the second one struck him across the tops of his thighs, leaving a 
stinging strip in its wake. Again, he cried out and he felt tears begin to prick at his eyes. He wanted to beg for 
the pain to stop but couldn't bring himself to do so. Instead, Wiley curled his hands into the couch and 
stretched himself over the arm. His cock twitched as the crop caught him for the third time. The sound of 
leather meeting skin reverberated around the room and he could hear Dave taking a deep breath as he pulled 


back for another swing. 


No matter how much he tried to prepare himself, Wiley couldn't help but wince at the pain. He couldn't decide 
what was worse; the sound of the crop cutting through the air, the feeling of it striking his skin, or the crack 
of the contact with his backside. 


The whip cut into him a final time and Wiley tensed up as his orgasm tore through him. The scream that 


ripped from his lips was a mix of passion and pain, his head swimming as he soaked the arm of the couch. 


He lay for a moment and tried to catch his breath. His mind was whirling with what was happening and he 
tried to compose himself. He shouldn't be enjoying what was happening; he had a partner waiting for him. But 
he couldn't deny how Dave's treatment was making him feel. 


A hand came to rest in the small of his back. "Can you stand?" 


With his legs feeling like water, Wiley pulled himself upright and leaned heavily against Dave. He looked up at the 
older man and took in the emotion that swam in the other's dark eyes. He was sure that it hadn't been there 


the previous day, nor a few moments earlier. Wiley's heart swelled with joy when Dave bent to kiss to his 


head. 


"You did so well" Dave began to walk him across the room and to the sweeping staircase. "| want to take you 


upstairs and finally enjoy every delight that your body has." 


Lips whispered over his hair and fingers stroked over his flesh as the ascended the stairs. The view was as 
stunning as it had been before with the city laid out before them. And there, with white sheets stretched 


over it, was the bed that Dave would claim him upon. 


The bed's cylindrical bolster pillow had been laid down the centre and Wiley peered up at the older man. 


‘I'd like you to straddle it, please." Dave gave him a small, warm smile. "And begin to rub yourself against it. | 


do like seeing you orgasm and it would be wonderful to see you come again before | finally take you." 


He gave Dave a small nod and pulled away. Oh, how he wanted to kiss the dark haired man. To hold him in his 
arms and love him, giving him all that Dave obviously so desperately wanted. Maybe, at some point during the 
night, he would. Or maybe he would just be a plaything for the evering, a plaything that would, come morning, 


walk away and never look back 


The prospect broke Wiley's heart. He could feel something swirling in the pit of his stomach. Something that 
felt a lot like when he'd first met Taylor. He didn't want to walk away from Dave, and it wasn't the thought of 
the money that would keep him. He could look into the other man's eyes and see something distant, something 
that was missing and so desperately needed. And Wiley wondered if he could be the person to give it. 


Kneeling on the bed, he threw a leg over the thick bolster pillow and straddled it. Lying along the rich red and 
gold fabric he slowly began to move his hips, rising them before plunging them back against the firm surface. 
His skin tingled and twitched as the lust began to rise once more and, before long, his breathy moans again 


filled the air. 


Standing at the end of the bed, Dave watched the younger man drape himself along the thick pillow and slowly 
begin to rub himself along its length. Wiley's soft moans and groans went straight to his cock, teasing and 
hardening his flesh. 


Fascinated, he stood and watched as the blonde man pleasured himself. As he rose and fell Dave was given 
glimpses of Wiley's heavy balls and growing erection His ass cheeks parted with each rise and allowed Dave to 
take a look at the younger man's beautiful rosebud entrance. A place that, in a few moments, he would allow 
himself to enter. 


He was quick to lose his clothes, shedding them and draping them over a nearby chair. His own cock was 
pressed against his stomach with pre-come pooling at the head. Wrapping his fist around his hard flesh, Dave 
gave himself several slow strokes. The smell of sex was beginning to fill the room and Wiley's thrusts were 
becoming harder and faster as his next orgasm rushed towards him. Dave remembered the vitality of youth 
so well. He remembered nights much like the one that he was experiencing with Wiley where he would stay up 
until the early hours fucking and drinking and fucking some more. More recent encounters had left him feeling 
more than a little soiled which was why he'd been glad to see Wiley's wide-eyed innocence making its way 
through the casino that night. He'd needed someone who wasn't as world wise as those who'd previously lain in 
his bed. Someone who would be with him in every which way and accept what was happering to them. Someone 
who appeared to be there for more than the money. And Wiley seemed to be that person. He hadn't 
questioned. In fact, he'd readily consented. And he seemed happy to be with Dave, bringing both of them 


pleasure in a multitude of ways. 


He stood naked at the end of the bed, watching as the younger man thrust against the pillow. From the sounds 
that Wiley was making Dave concluded that he was close to reaching his peak. His small ass was rising and 
falling, his pert cheeks clenching on every downward movement. Wiley's deep moans became cries and Dave 


nearly applauded as the younger man's body grew tense and a guttural groan fell from the blonde man’s lips. 


A bottle of lube sat on the desk at the end of the bed and Dave moved to pick it up. Kneeling on the end of 
the bed, he ran his free hand down Wiley's relaxed body. 


Lift your hips for me. l'm going to get you all slick and ready." 


The blonde man purred and did as he was asked, his head still lowered and resting against the pillow. His ass 
cheeks were parted and giving Dave a beautiful view of his tight entrance. Flipping the cap on the bottle, Dave 
poured some of the gel onto his fingers and gently pressed one against the tight ring of muscle. Wiley gave 
another groan and Dave watched as his legs trembled. Slowly he pushed his finger in and out, enjoying making 


the younger man whimper and moan, 

"Keep that ass in the air," he murmured. "| don't want to have to redden it again." 

Wiley didn't lift his head as he replied, "Is that a promise or a threat." 

"Take it as you will” 

After a few moments, he inserted a second and then a third finger until Wiley was suitably prepared. Sliding 
from the bed, he cleaned his fingers and took a condom from the desk. He may have been promiscuous but he 
wasn't going to take any chances, either for himself or his partners. 

Dave's heart was in his throat as he once more knelt on the bed Stretched along the pillow and with his ass 
high in the air, Wiley looked perfect. His back rose and fell as he took shallow, expectant breaths. Between his 
parted legs Dave could see that his cock was again growing hard. 

He straddled the pillow and pressed himself up against Wiley's ass, his cock sliding in between the other man's 


tight cheeks. As the heavenly pleasure of skin on skin contact washed over him, Dave felt as though he could 


have died there and then. 

"You are amazing," he murmured. "So beautiful. I've been waiting all evening to do this." 

"Do it," Wiley whispered in reply. "Fill me and fuck me." 

Those were the words that Dave had waited to hear and, with one movement, he mounted the young man. His 
cock slid all the way in, encompassed by Wiley's tight ass and eliciting a cry from Dave. He had to hold still and 


savour the moment as he felt the other man flex around him. His head swam at the beauty of what he was 


feeling and he wrapped his hands around Wiley's narrow hips in order to steady himself. 


"All night. We've got all night, Wiley, and l'm going to make you cry with pleasure this time." 


Dave took his time as he slowly slid in and out of the blonde man. He wanted to in order to memorise the 
moment and have it to hand whenever he needed it. To have an ass as warm and as tight gripping his cock 
was something to behold. Tiny cries and moans left his own lips, mirroring those of the man beneath him. And 
to feel Wiley's body moving with his own, sliding along the pillow and reacting to being fucked was as divine as 


it came. 


He slid a hand from Wiley's hips and along his smooth, dipped back. The younger man purred and shivered as 
Dave pressed his weight against him, obviously lost in the lustful moment. Rolling his own hips, Dave pressed 
himself deeper until he was rocking against the younger man's prostate. He smiled when he heard Wiley cry 
out and buck his hips. 


Dave couldn't believe his luck He felt that, with Wiley, he'd truly found someone that he could explore life with. 
Someone who'd enjoy these moments as much as he was. His hand slid higher and knotted in those waves of 
long, blonde hair. Dave gave tugged them hard enough to make Wiley lift his head and dip his back a little more. 
A barrage of soft yess fell from the other man's lips as his hips rocked back against Dave's invading cock. 
Despite his long list of conquests, Dave always felt himself becoming emotional when the other person enjoyed 
their coupling as much as he did. Rising onto the balls of his feet, he began to plough into the younger man as 
hard as possible. 


Wiley's voice rose and his body tightened beneath Dave. Still holding a handful of blonde hair, Dave gave the 
younger man all that he had. The delightful headiness of his impending orgasm began to take over, swirling 
through him and popping behind his eyes. Resting his head against Wiley's shoulder, he gave the other man 
everything he had until he could hold back no more. With a hoarse cry of the blonde man's name, Dave filled 
the condom and sank against Wiley's back. 


He lay there for a few moments to catch his breath. Their skin was slick with sweat and he could feel the 
other man taking deep, shuddering breaths. Burying his nose in Wiley's hair, he whispered words of thanks 
before sliding to the bed 


Hazel eyes stared at him from behind a veil of stringy hair. A small smile was offered and Dave reached out 


to run his thumb over the swell of Wiley's lower lip. 


"You are so fuckin’ beautiful," he murmured. He felt a smile tug at his lips and he leaned in to give Wiley a 


gentle kiss. "Thank you for tonight. For everything." 

Wiley's smile widened a little and Dave sighed softly as a hand wound into his hair. "Should be me who's 
thanking you." The younger man paused and Dave pulled back to look into his eyes. "Thank you. For inviting me 
up here and, for well.. Introducing me to things that | didn't know about." 


Dave felt his heart flip and he spread himself out beside the man who was still straddling the pillow. "So you 


enjoyed yourself?" 
Wiley nodded. "Very much so." 


He could see Wiley's eyes moving and taking him in, studying his body and all that was written on it. Fingers 
calloused from living below ground reached out and stroked over the faded tattoos on his upper arms. Wiley's 


touches were as gentle as a summer's breeze and Dave found himself relaxing into the deep bed. 


"They look good on you," the younger man murmured. "You say that I'm beautiful and | appreciate that. But, 
damn." Wiley chuckled and Dave purred as he leaned in and kissed his sun-touched skin "You're gorgeous. | can't 


understand why you're single.” 


"Because I'm so fuckin’ busy." Dave closed his eyes as Wiley’s lips continued to explore, riding up over his 


shoulder and to the shadow of his collarbone. 
"You need someone who fits in with your life." 


He couldn't be bothered to shake his head. Instead he slipped onto his back as Wiley slid from the pillow and 


continued his gentle exploration. "And where am | going to find someone like that?" 


Wiley's chin came to rest on his collarbone and Dave could sense the younger man staring at him. "Maybe 
they're right in front of you. But you sure as hell aren't gonna find them in Vegas. Too many gold diggers 


here." 
He popped an eye open and gave Wiley a cheeky smile. "Like you?" 
The younger man grinned and shrugged before lapping at his breastbone. "Yeah, like me." 


He liked Wiley's confidence. It had taken time to come out but there it was, sweet and cheeky and a warmth to 
his cold heart. Wrapping an arm around the smaller man's back, he pulled Wiley close and pressed a kiss to the 
top of his head. Dave was barely aware of Wiley removing the used condom. His entire focus on the way the 
blonde man felt curled against him and the way that he felt beneath his own hands. He didn't protest when 
Wiley climbed into his lap and a gasp whispered passed his lips when the blonde man slid Dave's hardening cock 


back into himself. 


Fulfilled 


The warmth of sun against his face was what drew Wiley from his sleep. Opening his eyes, he found himself 


staring out at a view that he knew he wouldn't forget for a long time to come. 

He also woke to an empty bed. 

The sheets were pooled around his hips and, rolling onto his back, he found Dave, fully dressed, sitting at the 
end of the bed. The older man had his back to him and, unlike the night before, had his hair pulled in a neat 
ponytail. He was dressed in a crisp black suit and Wiley felt his heart skip. 

‘Its eight-sixteen," Dave said. "You can go now. The check's by the door." 

Wiley felt a chill settle over him at the quiet, almost mournful, tone of Dave's voice. The older man hadn't 
even lifted his head to glance in the mirror. Instead he was sitting with his head bowed and his shoulders 


slumped. 


Sliding from the bed, Wiley wrapped a sheet around himself and walked down to Dave. His body ached and he 


was in need of a shower. Yet the ache that clutched his soul was far more powerful. 

Dave didn't look at him as he approached and Wiley wondered what was going through his head. He wondered if 
Dave regretted the previous night, or if he felt as though his behaviour had been out of line. He placed a 
gentle hand on Dave's shoulder. 

"Hey." 

The dark haired man kept his gaze on his hands and Wiley felt his heartbreak. Moving in front of Dave, he slid 
to his knees and folded his arms on Dave's legs. Resting his chin on his arms, he looked up into Dave's face and 
took in the stark expression of sadness. 


"Hey," he softly repeated. 


The corners of Dave's mouth twitched but failed to form into that dazzling smile that Wiley had seen the 
right before. 


"Penny for ‘em," he whispered. 


Wisps of hair fell into Dave's face as he shook his head. When he tried to avert his eyes once more, Wiley 


curled a finger beneath the older man's chin and guided his gaze back round. 


‘lm not going anywhere just yet. | want to know what's bothering you." 


The older man took a deep breath and held it for a moment before speaking. "I always get like this and l'm 
sorry that you have to see this side of me." 


"But why?" 


Dave shrugged. "Because no one ever wants to stay. They see the money, and the hotels, and the private jet. 
But when they see another side of your personality they leave. They don't want the low days or the goofy guy 
that gets excited for Christmas. They just want my credit card” 


Wiley sighed and closed his eyes for a moment as he tried to gather his thoughts. "Would you like to see 


someone again? Someone who likes you for you and not what you can give them?" 

"Id love to" Dave finally gave him a tiny, pained smile. "But where am | going to find that person?" 
"How about right in front of you" 

Dave's eyes widened and Wiley watched as shock rippled over his the dark haired man 


"No. Wiley, no." Dave lifted a hand and rested it on the back of Wiley's head. "You have Taylor to go back to. 


And enough money to start your life over." 


He sighed happily at the touch, Dave's fingers working into his hair. "Let me speak to him. We could both come 
to you. Where's home for you, Dave?" 


"Los Angeles." 


"See? Perfect” He smiled warmly and untangled one of his arms so as to stroke Dave's thigh. "The money's 
more than enough to pay our debts. | can go back to school and Taylor can get himself back into business. 
We're simple men, Dave, with simple tastes. We won't demand of you, nor take you, or your generosity, for 


granted. Please consider it" 


The older man merely nodded. Kneeling up, he brushed his lips against Dave's. "Think about what I've said. I'll 


come back in a couple of days and, if you and Taylor are okay with it, we'll come home with you." 


The little battery powered clock that they'd stolen from a motel room read 135am. Sitting on the mattress, 
Taylor stared at the opposite wall and tried to think of nothing. He'd barely slept and when he had all he'd 
dreamed of was Wiley and the dark haired man from the casino. They'd frolicked in his dreams until Dave had 
stolen his beautiful boyfriend away. His heart ached and his gut clenched at the thought that Wiley may never 


come back to him. 


Sighing, he looked at the pile of treats that Wiley had left for him. The chips and candy had gone untouched, 


Taylor choosing to instead dwell on the pain of his boyfriend not being there. When his stomach growled he 
reached for a bag of chips. 


Footsteps crunching over loose gravel and Taylor felt his heart skip. Raids on the tunnels weren't unheard of 
and he knew of people who'd been chased out or arrested by the police. Getting to his feet, he pressed himself 
against the concrete wall and prepared to flee deeper into the network of tunnels. 


"Taylor?" Wiley's voice echoed down the storm drain. "Taylor, you here?" 

Taylor let go of the breath that he was holding and began to walk towards the voice. Sunlight hit his eyes and 
made him squint as he watched tall, slender figure move closer. As Wiley closed in on him so Taylor took a 
breath. The younger man's lithe body was clothed in a suit that neither of them would have ever been able to 
afford. 


"You look incredible!" he called out. 


As his eyes adjusted, he saw Wiley smiling at him until the blonde man broke into a run and came straight into 
his outstretched arms. 


He held Wiley tight, his hands flat against the blonde man's back and his nose buried in his boyfriend's freshly 


washed hair. His heart burst with happiness and love at having the willowy man back in his arms. 
But he had to ask. There was no way that he couldn't. "So?" 
Wiley pulled back but didn't break contact as he reached into his back pocket and pulled out a folded piece of 


paper. He opened it and showed Taylor a check made out in Wiley's and with a figure that Taylor thought he'd 


never see. 
$1000,000 
Taylor took a sharp breath as he reached out to touch the check. "Its real?" 


"Very, very real." Wiley smiled at him, his eyes sparkling even in the low light. "And, as Dave said the other 
right, he'll help us invest it, get our fines paid and get us home." 


A sharp pain twinged through his chest at the sound of the other man's name. Despite whatever had happened 
the night before, Wiley was obviously taken with the other man. And who could blame him? For twelve hours 
he'd been shown what life could be like. 

But now they could start making their life like that. 


Right? 


"And there's another thing," Wiley continued. 


"What's that?" He kept a hand in the younger man's back, gently stroking as Wiley looked up at him so 


earnestly. 
"Dave's from Los Angeles." 
Taylor could feel that twinge in his chest turning into a full blown stab. "And?" 


Wiley sighed and glanced at the wall before he looked back to Taylor. Taylor himself was trying not to get 
angry and frustrated. His boyfriend had just had a long and tiring night in order to secure them a good chunk 


of money. Pushing him would only drag the issue on for longer. 


"And | suggested that we go and live with him. Taylor, he's so lonely. So fuckin’ lonely. He works all day. People 
only want him for his money. And he's surrounded by people who just say ‘yes’ to him." 


"No. Absolutely fuckin’ not." Taylor could feel the agony of Wiley's words exploding behind his eyes. "You took 
the chance and did what you had to and now we have the money to get back on our feet.” 


"Taylor, please. He's so sad!" 


"No!" He shouldn't have exploded but he couldn't help himself. Every word that came from his lover's name 
was a knife to the heart. "You can't fix humans like you can animals, Wiley. If he's that lonely let him fuckin’ 
find his own community to be a part of" 


The younger man took a step back and Taylor could see how wide Wiley's eyes had become. Even in the 
shadows he could see the tears that were beginning to glaze them. "Taylor. Just give him a few days, a few 


weeks even, and you'll see. He's helped us. Let us help him." 


Turning on his heel, he began to pace the width of the tunnel. He couldn't look at Wiley. Couldn't look at the 
man who, just a mere fourteen hours earlier, had kissed him so deeply and so lovingly that Taylor had been 
convinced that he wasn't going to walk out and fuck another man for money. And how here he was, the same 


man but somehow different, begging that they go back to LA with a man they'd only just met. 

"Taylor." 

"Nol" He raked his hands through his stringy hair and glared at the ceiling above him. "No. No. Fuckin’ no, Wiley. 
So stop fuckin’ askin’. We're not going back with him. Let him figure his own problems out. He's got enough 


fuckin’ money to do it with." 


He heard a sniffle and it should have broken his heart and sent him running to scoop the other man into his 


arms. Instead he continued to pace, angry and hurt and raging with a pain that he never thought he'd feel. 


"He'll help us get back on our feet.." 


"No! I'm not letting someone else fix my fuckin’ life for me. | can get myself outta this mess." He paused and 
looked at Wiley. The younger man was standing with his head lowered and his hair covering his eyes. He could 
see that Wiley had one balled hand rubbing at his face as he tried to wipe away the tears. "You're too kind for 
your own good. You know that, don't you? Your heart's too big. You want to help everyone. Well, what's he 
going to do in return for us going with him? He's gonna want payment, Wiley, and you know what that'll be." 


Wiley nodded and Taylor felt his heart shatter. "You've fallen for him, havent you?" 


The smaller man said nothing and Taylor felt the rage begin to boil over. But he wasn't angry at himself, nor 
was he angry at Wiley. He was angry at the person who'd come to them and offered them an unbelievable 
amount of money for something as simple as sex. And, in return, that man had corrupted the person that he 


loved. 

"I asked you a question" 

Wiley wrapped a hand in his hair and brushed it from his face as he lifted his head. There was a look on the 
younger man's face, one that could be translated as defiance or a growth in confidence. Taylor wasn't sure 
how to translate it. 

"I feel for him," Wiley said. "| hurt that he hurts but then | hurt when you hurt. There's been connections 
made, Taylor, and | don't want to lose them. For good or for worse, | think we should go with him when he goes 
home." 

"And if it's for worse?" 


"Then we're still a million dollars better off. And he doesn't just want me." 


He paused his packing and looked at Wiley with a raised eyebrow. He wasn't sure that he wanted to hear what 


was coming next. "Go on.” 

"Taylor, he wants us to stay together, under his roof. He wants us to be safe and happy and have somewhere 
to grow. Yes, there's things he'll want. But, at the same time, he wants company and companionship and people 
who value him for him and not what he gives them. Taylor, we can give him our world" 

Biting his bottom lip, he stared at Wiley. He took in the slumped shoulders and teary eyes and now messy hair. 
He took in the unseen hope and optimism that flowed from his boyfriend on a daily basis. He took in the love 
that he'd known for so long. 


"And you'll always love me?" 


At that, Wiley's brow furrowed and he moved closer. Taylor stood still and let the younger man come to him. 


"rll always love you." 

"With everything you have?" 

"With all of my heart." 

Taylor's heart skipped a beat as the next question formed in his mind. "Would you marry me if | asked you." 


That caused Wiley to stop and the younger man stared at him with the innocence that Taylor had always 
known. With mere inches between them, Wiley reached out and stroked his face with a touch so gentle that it 


made Taylor gasp. "I'd marry you tomorrow." 


Taylor knew that battling with Wiley was no good. Wherever Wiley went he, too, would follow, his fragile heart 


safely encased in the younger man's hands. Leaning closer, he gave Wiley the softest and warmest of kisses. 


3 Years Later 


Dave leaned against the door frame of a white building in Van Nuys. From his vantage point he could see the 
hustle and bustle of the small charity. People came and went. Some acknowledged him with a high five, a wave, 
or a simple hi. In return he smiled and greeted them before his eyes drifted back to the man who was 


orchestrating it all. 


Dressed in black jeans and a purple polo shirt, Wiley came and went, talking to people and filling in paperwork. 
He'd disappear behind closed doors before reappearing, often with a carry crate or dog-filled leash. Prominent 


on his left was a simple logo of a cat and a dog. Beneath it were the words Wiley's Rescue Center. 


Dave couldn't have been more proud. The two young men had moved in with him and, in a matter of months, 
had changed his life for the better. The cool stillness of his house had been replaced with smiles and laughter. 
His empty bed had been filled by two men who were determined to love him with everything that he had. The 
loneliness that he'd known for so many years had finally become a thing of the past and the mansion on the 


side of the hill had finally become a home. 

"You know he's got a grey one out the back that's absolutely coming home with him this evening, right?" 
Taylor's voice was filled with the humour of someone who'd become used to their lover's quirks, even if one of 
those quirks was to see how quickly they could fill a seven bedroom mansion with cats. 


He glanced at the man with the feathered blonde hair and grinned. "I'd expect nothing less of him." 


Taylor's smile was as warm as the sun and the younger man reached out to place a hand in the small of 


Dave's back. "Glad that you don't mind." 


"Why would | mind? He's making use of the other five bedrooms that we don't use. How was work?" 
Taylor's smile widened. "It was good. Had a band called The Holy Shits in today." 


"Any good." 


The blonde man rolled his eyes. "Meh. We'll see." His face broke into the kind of grin that told Dave that he'd 
seen The Next Big Thing "They were pretty good. Going to be interesting to see where their debut goes. And 


you? How was your day?" 


Dave thought back over his day and how his work had changed in the years since meeting the two blonde men 
He still made a good chunk of change, well into nine figures a year, but his focus had changed. Now he invested 
in companies and businesses that had an ethical slant to them and, just that day, he'd seen that a solar power 
company that supplied panels to underprivileged people and an online barking billionaire had joined forces. Soon, 


he hoped, low income people across the globe would be able to generate their own power. 


"Fulfilled," he replied with a warm smile. "It was a very fulfilling day." 


